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THE LITTLE BROWN BUNGALOW 



By Grace Denio Litchfield 



"T T 7"HAT on earth has come to you, Donald? 
y y I can't have forgotten the look of you a 
few months back. Here I have been, study- 
ing you the whole way from the station — a goodish 
pull, you must admit — and blest if I can make it 
out!" 

The speaker paused in the middle of the grass- 
grown uphill road, looking his friend over with 
affectionate curiosity. Donald's sensitive face, clean- 
shaven and finely cut, had taken on some subtly new 
and exquisite character altogether past his compre- 
hension. He had never imagined anything in the 
least like it. It amounted to a transfiguration. 

"This is corking air to be sure, but it isn't just 
physical — the change in you, I mean" he resumed, 
still searching the beautiful face for its secret. "I 
came up to learn how your scheme worked — getting 
off so entirely by yourself in these woods. We fel- 
lows thought it a freakish experiment, you know. 
And I vow it beats me — this new look of yours. Of 
course a commonplace architect like your humble 

servant is no good at analyzing a poet. Still " 

Donald's deepset eyes shone brilliantly. 
"It's all right. Bob, never you fear!" he inter- 
rupted jubilantly. "I have what I came for — all 
that I came for, and infinitely more!" 

"You mean that the epic, or whatever it is, is 
coming out on top ?" 

Donald laid an arm closely around his friend's 
shoulders. 

"Bob, I can't begin to tell you what this place is 
doing for my work!" he answered, almost with 
solemnity. "It is a continuous inspiration. The 
result is — forgive me, no other word fits — is magical 
— magical. I never dreamed — none of you fellows 
ever dreamed — that I had it in me. And I hadn't it 
— not till I came here !" 

"Well, this is certainly solitude with a vengeance" 
Robert said with a good-humored laugh. "The only 
house that we've passed must be all of a mile back. 
But if, it's solitude that is giving you this sort of 
beacon-light look, stick to it for goodness' sake for 
the rest of your life. And the bungalow, Don? Is 
that a success, too? How did your builder get on 
with my little plan?" 
Donald hesitated perceptibly. 
"0, there was no difficulty as to that" he replied 
presently with forced carelessness. "You never drew 
anything simpler, did you? Burton — that's the 

builder — he followed it exactly. But " 

"Anything wrong?" Robert inquired interestedly. 
"What does the 'but' stand for? Does the roof leak? 
I confess I was afraid of that slope." 

"No, no — nothing's wrong" Donald interposed 
hastily. "Everything is right — right to the very last 

shingle. Only Well, wait! You shall see for 

yourself." 
"I say— what's up?" 

The two young men were again walking briskly 
on, with an easy swinging gait. Donald now struck 
off from the road into a narrow side path that 
mounted to the crest of the hill and there plunged 
blindly into a forest. 
"I don't say anything's up" he called back over his 



shoulder. "Look sharp ! We're there. Just a step 
now." 

There was a suppressed excitement and exhilara- 
tion about him that roused an invigorating expect- 
ancy in his friend and Robert sprang eagerly on after 
him up the grassy incline till he came to an abrupt 
stop. 

"Here we are. Do you see it? Can you see it? 
Between the trees — ^there! At your left." 



Robert looked in the direction indicated and gave 
a sharp whistle of astonishment. The interlacing 
forest branches formed a thick screen, jealously con- 
cealing a small white building whose incomparable 
beauty he divined, from tantalizing glimpses between 
the boughs, of gleaming walls and harmoniously 
curved lines. An exquisitely modeled tower reached 
high above the trees, however, and at once riveted 
his fascinated attention. Its delicate grace and 
slenderness were beyond anything that he had ever 
seen, and gave it an almost ethereal aspect, enhanced 
by the lingering glow of the western sky in which it 
shone as if fashioned of diamond-studded silver. 

"Well? You see it, don't you?" said Donald well 
pleased. 

"See it?" ejaculated Robert. "The dickens I do! 
Where in creation have you brought me? Whose 
place is this ?" 

Donald was watching him keenly. 

"My place, of course. Why? Do you see the 
bungalow?" 

"Bungalow nothing ! Man alive, you don't pretend 
for a moment that this is yours?" 

"Mine assuredly. Didn't you see the deed for the 
land? Why? What do you think of it?" 

Robert was staring open-mouthed. 

"But you certainly" said ... I certainly expected 
. . . What possessed you to play off on us like this? 
None of us conceived that you had Fortunatus' purse 
tucked up your sleeve. What did you make me draw 
you that fool plan for?" He bent his head to bring 
his eyes on a level with a gap between the trees. 
"What in thunder are those walls built of? I 
declare, in this crazy light I could swear that they 
were translucent !" 

"Clouds and shadows can make odd effects" Donald 
returned. He spoke very quietly, but there was a 
quivering elation in all his bearing that belied the 
calm of his voice. "Come round to the front. Keep 
your back to the woods." 

Taking a still narrower path that was scarcely 
more than a line through the grass, he led Robert 
hurriedly along for some little distance, then came 
to a triumphant standstill. 

"There! How about my view? What do you say 
to this?" 

Robert broke into disconnected exclamations of 
delight. They stood on the edge of a plateau lifted 
high above a luxuriant deep-bosomed valley, through 
which a lake, with picturesquely indented shores and 
richly wooded islands, wound irregularly like a river. 
About it from horizon to far horizon rose cliffs, hills 
and mountains, slope upon slope, rock upon rock, 
height upon height," luring the eye on and on from 
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one peak to another, farther and farther, till all sense 
of vision was lost in a confused realization of illimit- 
able spaces beyond. The sunset was barely over, a 
deep red glow remaining on the under side of a 
cloudy band that stretched duskily half across the 
heavens. The plateau and the surrounding heights 
were still bright with day. But beneath the crimson- 
lined cloud the low-lying valley was filled to the brim 
with a mystery of mingled mist and shadow inde- 
scribably beautiful and awesome. As far as eye 
could reach, not a dwelling, not a roadway was in 
sight ! Mankind seemed eliminated from the world. 
Water, woods, rocks, mountains, sky and twilight 
composed the universe. There was a grandeur of 
loneliness in the scene that silenced speech, and for 
a long time the two onlookers stood spellbound. At 
last Donald turned : 

"Let us go in." 

Robert turned with him — only to draw back in 
amazement. 

"Great Heavens ! Have I gone daft?" 

Donald was watching him fixedly as before, but 
expectantly and joyously. 

"What do you see? Out with it! What do you 
see?" he asked breathlessly. 

"Why — didn't we come this way just now? Surely 
it was over turf. How on earth — these terraces! 
that seat! — a veritable Alma Tadema!" He looked 
around wide-eyed at the low, broad, flower-bordered 
terraces leading in stately fashion to the front of 
the white temple-like building here clearly visible in 
unsurpassed loveliness, though its complete contour 
was still partially hidden by encircling trees, as if 
the forest stretched loving arms of protection about 
it. "In the name of all that is incredible, Donald 
Blaine, what millionaire schemes have you been 
indulging in?" 

"Ah, you see it!" Donald cried exultingly. "You 
see it! A dream made visible, isn't it?" 

"See it? Am I blind? What did you expect me 
to see?" Robert asked in bewilderment, looking about 
with a puzzled frown. "What absolute perfection of 
design ! And what a jewel of a tower !" He advanced 
a step, narrowing his gaze. "How extraordinary ! I 
seem to see a pine tree just there, too — and what a 
pine, by Jove!" 

Without answering Donald moved on. Robert 
following stopped again. 

"Damn it, Don" he said irritably, "you certainly 
told me you were building that little one-storied, 
two-roomed affair that I drew for you ?" 

"So I did." 

"0, chuck it! What's the use of bluffing it any 
longer? I can't guess what architect you gave the 
job to, but he's done you a gem. One could fancy, 
save for that single tower, that he had had the Taj 
Mahal in mind. 0, that tower! It's a miracle of 
lightness and delicacy ! What a glorious view there 
must be at the top ! How do you get up it? A spiral 
staircase?" 

A shadow passed over Donald's glowing features. 

"That's the one disappointment of the whole 
thing" he answered reluctantly. "I don't get up it. 
If I could, I should write a poem that would set the 
world ablaze." 

"But why can't you? Has your distinguished 
architect accidentally left out the staircase?" 

"It's nothing to jest about. Bob. I'm heartsick 



over it. To get to the top of that tower would 
mean " 

"Pshaw!" Robert interrupted, rubbing his eyes 
vexedly. "Is it the mountain clouds? Smoke from, 
your chimney? What's gone wrong with my eyes? 
I see the bungalow now — I surely do — ^yes, the very 
same little brown bungalow that I planned for you ! 
There it is, right in the middle of this divine build- 
ing! There it is — for all the world like an X-ray 
picture! . . . No, it isn't. It's gone! I must have 
imagined it. But how inconceivable! How impos- 
sible! What did I really see? What is this devilish 
obsession?" 

Again Donald made no reply but moved silently on, 
and the stupefied Robert presently found himself 
crossing a veranda whose wooden floor resounded 
convincingly beneath his tread. Entering an open 
doorway, they passed from the brightness without 
to a softly tempered light that was like a gauze veil 
held before their faces. Donald drew forward a 
wicker chair, flinging himself into another beside it. 

"Sit down. Bob, and rest. I'll get us some supper 
directly." 

Robert remained standing, however, his eyes 
widening more and more with perplexity. 



"What in the world have you been talking about, 
Donald, with your preposterous bungalow plans?" 
he broke out. "Look at that superb ceiling — ^why, 
it's a work of art — of first-rate — of unequalled art, 
I tell you ! And it's two stories high, if it's a foot." 
His voice changed. "What in the name of indecency 
are those pine beams doing half way down under it? 
Rip them out, Don ! They ruin it. What's this good 
smell? As I live, a conservatory ! A conservatory! 
Palms — blossoming plants — exotics! exotics!! up 
here!!" He sniffed the air ecstatically. "May the 
devil take me if I understand any of it, but this is the 
most entrancing spot I ever put foot in." 

"That's where I write" said Donald dreamily. "I 
turn out my best work there — my very best." 

Robert went impulsively in the direction of 
Donald's gaze, bringing up disgustedly against a 
writing-table covered with scattered sheets of 
paper. 

"Confound it, Don, what trick are you playing off 
on me? How can the angled corner of that little 
living-room that I planned be plumb across the cen- 
tre of this conservatory? I see them both — both, 
man ! Each is as distinct as the other. I smell the 
flowers! They are intoxicating. Am I taking leave 
of my senses? Which is real? Both can't be. Did 
you build the bungalow, or didn't you? For Heaven's 
sake, man, explain! explain!" 

Donald shook his head. 

"I can't. Bob. It has been like this ever since I 
came." 

"Like this? How like this? What did you put up 
here? What are you living in?" 

Donald leaned forward, his face singularly alight. 

"I built the bungalow here as I told you I would" 
he said with slow distinctness "the bungalow that 
you planned — nothing else — no terraces, no con- 
servatory, no tower. And I am living in the bunga- 
low — in the bungalow, Bob ! Yet I seem to be living 
at the same time in this marvelous alabaster temple 
that you see as clearly as I do. I am coming not to 
be sure which is real — which is substance — which 
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shadow. The bungalow encloses and hampers me — 
shuts me in — confines me. The other — ^the other 
gives me space — gives me freedom — gives wings to 
my spirit — fills me with a rapturous consciousness of 
powers such as I never dreamed that I could possibly 
possess." 

Robert drew nearer, scrutinizing his friend 
anxiously. 

"Donald ! — do you think you may perhaps be going 
a little mad?" 

Donald's beautiful sane eyes looked into Robert's 
reassuringly. 

"If I am mad, are not you mad, too? No, no. I 
was never clearer-brained — clearer-visioned. It is 
as if the fogs of my life had all been swept away, 
and for the first time I saw rightly." 

"Rightly? When the bungalow is what you built 
— only the bungalow? This other, then, can be 
nothing but an illusion — a miraculous dream — an 
impossibly beautiful dream — made visible, as you 
said, but only an illusion, after all!" 

"Granted. But you see it, Bob, the same as I do ! 
And don't you feel it, too — ^what I feel here? I am 
lifted out of myself — lifted above myself into an 
atmosphere of noble exaltation — of inspiring ideal- 
ity. Don't you feel that, too?" 

"No" said Robert bluntly. "I don't. I feel the 
same as I always feel — only bothered and skeptical. 
I don't understand illusions. They are not along my 
line." 

"But how can you help feeling as I do. Bob? If 
you see the material side of the ideal, why don't you 
feel its spiritual side too? This place has been the 
re-creation of me. Wait till you see what I have 
written here ! My pen has become a thing of fire — 
of genius. Bob, if I could reach the top of that 
tower, it would prove such an inspiration as has 
never been known in the world yet!" 

"But there it is — your stairway!" Robert 
exclaimed in sudden excitement, pointing to the end 
of the room. "I never saw anything more real. That 
can't be an illusion ? Look at the carving on it — the 
intricate pattern. It's a masterpiece! It's the 
bungalow that's the illusion — not the rest of it. 
What in creation hinders our going up that stairway 
now? Come on! Let us see the view again from 
the top of that enchanting tower! Come!" 

Donald did not stir. 

"Try it" he said very gently. "I can't. Perhaps 
you can." 

Robert was staring down the room. 

"You don't mean that that other is the actual 
thing, do you? — that shadowy partition that I see 
between us and that magnificent stairway? It can't 
be, you know! It simply can't be!" 

He strode impatiently toward it, stopping short 
with an oath as he reached it. No. The wall was 
palpably not an illusion. Blank and solid, it barred 
his way impassably. He kicked it angrily along its 
entire length, then, wheeling about, retraced his 
steps to Donald's side. 

"There's sorcery in it" he pronounced soberly. 
"The place is bewitched. What under the canopy do 
you make out of the whole damnable business?" 



"Dear old Bob, what can it be but the real and the 
ideal struggling together for supremacy? Isn't the 
ideal always greater than the real? And isn't the 
real always at the heart of the ideal as a foun- 
dation?" 

"Rot !" said Robert crossly. "That doesn't explain 
how I see through a solid wall, and then see some- 
thing that isn't there!" 

"But isn't that precisely what the ideal is. Bob? — 
a glimpse of something perfect beyond and above the 
imperfect? — something unreal that might become 
real if only we strove for it persistently?" 

"Rot!" said Robert again conclusively. "Nobody 
can try hard enough, and there's no good seeing a 
perfection that you can't ever reach to!" 

"But to be able to conceive the ideal — actually to 
see it? — that is Life's one best inspiration" Donald 
exclaimed fervently. "So much I have learned living 
only on this plane. And I know that from the top 
of that tower higher capabilities, vaster purposes, 
still more liberating truths, would surely reveal 
themselves to me. Bob, I must get there. I must." 

Robert looked at him indulgently, his momentary 
ill-temper forgotten in the wish to spare Donald an 
inevitable disappointment. 

"All right, old fellow. Of course, it's only an 
hallucination, you know — this sort of temple around 
you and all your talk of its being the ideal! It's 
nothing on earth but an hallucination — an extraor- 
dinary hallucination that you have somehow roped 
me into, though I don't want you to believe for a 
moment that I really see anything that I think I see. 
Go ahead all you like, though ! Climb as high as you 
can. Only don't leave the rest of us too far back." 

His voice had its old affectionate ring and Donald 
looked up with the smile for which everybody loved 
him. 

"I'll not leave you behind. Bob. I'll take you with 
me — all of you — every one of you! Isn't that the 
privilege of the idealist? What are the soul's wings 
for, but ." He broke off with a sudden wild out- 
cry. "Heavens ! What is happening ?" 



Donald sat perfectly still with locked hands, his 
rapt face so full of light that it fairly startled 
Robert. 



With the words he sprang to his feet, convulsively 
clutching at Robert's arm. As instinctively Robert 
caught at him for support, and the two stood holding 
fast by each other in consternation. The whole place 
was rocking and swaying about them as if in the 
throes of an earthquake, though the floor beneath 
their feet remained rigidly firm. There was not a 
sound anywhere, nor as much as a ripple of air 
against their faces ; but the bungalow was become a 
transparency through which they saw the temple 
walls tear violently asunder and split up into long 
floating ribbons that faded away on the ether like 
blown-out smoke. The vaulted ceiling cracked apart, 
and breaking into a thousand ragged splinters fell in 
a glittering shower about the young men's heads. 
They lifted their arms involuntarily to protect them- 
selves from the jagged edges, only to pass their 
hands through empty air.. The stairway with its 
elaborate carving dissolved into nothingness before 
their eyes, step by step, from the bottom up. The 
conservatory vanished as in the sweep of a gigantic 
scythe. Not a breath was left of the bewildering 
perfume that had filled the place but a moment 
before. In the twinkling of an eye the entire outer 
structure had disappeared, leaving no vestige of the 
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magic beauty that had been, nor so much as a par- 
ticle of drifting dust above its unseen ruins. And 
there, prosaic and unmistakable, were the opaque 
wooden walls of the little brown bungalow with its 
low-raftered roof and its meagre household furnish- 
ings!" 

Robert was still gripping Donald fast. 

"Good God!" he breathed. "What was it?" 



Donald made no reply, and looking at him Robert 
saw that he was incapable of speech. He seemed 
indeed suddenly to have become but the lifeless 
image of his late self. The something that had trans- 
figured him had been snatched from him in that 
moment, wholly obliterating in its withdrawal the 
strange new exquisiteness of his beauty. He was 
again only what he had been in the past, save that 
every feature now expressed a stricken conscious- 
ness of an irreparable loss. 



They stood thus together in dismayed silence, until 
at last, as if in some sudden undefined sense of 
revulsion, Donald disengaged his arm brusquely 
from Robert's, and moving away, stood looking 
drearily about him. Out of the gathering dusk the 
narrow walls of the little bungalow confronted him 
pitilessly — dark, bare and antagonistically real. 

"The ideal lost in the actual" he murmured tone- 
lessly. "Imagination — revelation — poetry — genius 
— lost — lost forever in the shackles of the real! 
Heaven forgive!" 

Breaking ofif abruptly as if awakening to remem- 
brance, he turned back to Robert, lovable and charm- 
ing again, but with the late transfiguring glamor 
irrevocably gone. 

"It's getting late. Bob. Do sit down" he said, 
gently apologetic. "You must be both tired and 
hungry." 

Grace Denio Litchfield 



THE SWANS OF FIONOLA 



Swans you are beneath the sun 
But when his bright race is run 
And along the skies afar 
Gomes the calling vesper star. 
Then, remembering all you were, 
In your breasts old fires flare . 



Queens whose eyes like sapphire lamps 
Fed the tumult of dead camps; 
White princesses whose red lips 
Drew great captains from their ships. 
Ladies in whose morn-kissed hair 
Death for men laid gin and snare ! 



And when midnight Druids steep 
Mortals in the mists of sleep, 
Rising up from lake and stream 
Softer-pinioned than a dream. 
Whiter than the drifting spray 
Past the Moon you stream away. 



Silent all your silver words. 

Silent as the golden birds 

That in isles where no life gleams 

Still keep watch where .^ngus dreams. 



Waiting, waiting for the morn 
When in Death's despite and scorn 
He shall rise up in his might 
Lord of loveliness and light! 

Eleanor Rogers Cox 




